


T he TrdgetYte ^Hamlet 

Ghofl. I that inceftuous, that adulterate heart. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with tray terous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and gifts that haue the power 
So to feduce; wonne to his fhamefull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene; 

0 Hamlet, what falling off was there . 

Fromme whofe loue was of that dignitie 

Thatit went hand in hand, euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 

Tothofe of mine; but vertuc as it neuer will be mooued. 
Though lewdneffe court it in a fhape of Hcauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. , , 

Will fort it fclfe in a celeftiall bed 
And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I feent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be; deeping within my Orchard, 

My curtome alwaies of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre,thy Vnde ftole 
With iuiceof curfed Hebonaina Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure. 

The leprous diftilment, whofe cffc& 

Holds fuch an enmitie with bloud of man. 

That fwift as Quick-filueric courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of thc.bodie. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poffeffe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke. 

The thinne and wholfomc bloud; fo did it mine. 

And a mod inftant Tetter barkt about 
MoftLazerlike with vile and lothfomc cruft 
All myimooth bodic. 

Thus was I deeping by a brothers hand, 

Oflife, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off euen in thebloffomcs of my done, 

Vianuzled, difappointed, vn-anucld, 

No reckning made, but lent to my account 
With all my imperfe&ions on roy head, 

O horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in theebcareitnot, 
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let not the Royall bed of Denmark? be 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this a#, 

Taint not thy mind, nor ler thy fotile contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leauc her to heauen. 

And to jhofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fhewes the marine to beneere 
And gins to pale his vneffedhiall fire, 

Adiew, adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ham.O allyouhoftofheauenlO earthlwhat etfe. 

And Ihall I couple hell, O fie 1 bold my heart, 

Aud you my finewes; grow not inftant old. 

But beare me fwiftly vp ; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memorie holds a feat 
In this diftia<fted Globe, remember thee, • 

Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faw of Bookes, all formes, all preffures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppicd there. 

And thy commandement all alone ftiall Hue, 

Within the Bookc and volume of my braine 
Vmnixt with bafer matter, yes by beauen. 

O moft pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling d amned villaine, 

My tables, meet it is I fee it downe 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmark?* 

So Vncle, there you are, now to ray word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ihauefwotne't. 

Enter Horatio, and M dree Sm. 

Horn* My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar , Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heauens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mur. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Hum , Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and come, 

' \ ' D Mar. 
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